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	1. Prologue

**HOW TO FIND A NIGHT FURY**

**Prologue**

**(HTTYD 1 and 2 belong to DreamWorks; however, I own this story and its OCs.)**

It was freezing that day. The thick, dark clouds high above seemed to be about to pop at any moment into a blast of wind and rain. Or any day. Either way is okay, as long as it passes quickly.

But if it was a blizzard, then _by Ebony's name heck no._

But that was exactly what it was an hour later, at an enormous island with smaller jagged, rocky islands dancing around it, literally in the middle of the ocean, where the closest land mass was a five days' flight away without rest.

Runeshard _hated_ blizzards. They made it difficult to fly, and ten minutes out there, especially in the middle of the winter, will result one's talons to get frostbitten. And they made it very, _very_ hard to see.

From his little cave at the bottom of a rather steep rocky hill northwest of the island, the dark blue dragon stared, crouched at the cave's entrance, watching as a wall of zipping, needle-sharp snowflakes and balls of ice dart in an angled way past him, thumping onto the two-feet-deep snow a few feet away. He could see where the powerful gale had swept across the snow within his sight, making little dunelike ripples.

Runeshard started as a particularly large lump of ice the size of his fist suddenly sped into the cave and narrowly missed him, landing with a large _thunk _and a _skitter_ behind him.

"Watch out!" someone shouted from deeper within the cave. "You nearly met your end with that bit of ice!"

"I know, El Dorado," Runeshard snapped back. He wasn't usually grumpy – actually, he was pretty calm and stoic most of the time – but weather like this always put him on edge.

His smoky-scaled friend's booming laughter echoed on the cave walls. "Sure," El Dorado choked out, "and I'm yellow with purple polka dots! Come inside, where it's _warmer!_"

It really was quite cold at the cave's frost-ridged entrance, Runeshard had to admit to himself. He and any other fire-breathing dragon can withstand the cold for long periods of time, thanks to their fire within their guts, but this blizzard was an exception.

So Runeshard ducked away and padded deeper into the deep shadows, his claws clicking on the gray, frozen stone.

Deeper in the cave, where the tunnel opened up to a sizable cavern twenty wingspans in circumference, it truly was warmer. Runeshard could hear distant chatter from the three other tunnels that branched off from here. El Dorado and another fellow dragon lounged about around a burning log bright with orange flames, casting a golden, flickering light across the bumpy walls and shadows behind the dragons.

El Dorado gave Runeshard a cheeky grin and waved; the other dragon simply grunted in greeting.

"Tobias? When'd you get here?" Runeshard asked the latter as he made himself comfortable, plopping onto the ground and shifting himself so that his wings folded in just the way to keep the cold air behind from hitting his scales.

"Dining hall," grunted Tobias, sitting up and stretching out his wings. He pointed to the leftmost tunnel. "Furnace was starting to drive me absolutely _crazy,_ so I thought I'd come here. You two are chill." He eyed El Dorado closely. "Most of the time, anyway."

Tobias hadn't been born here on his island, like most of the dragons here, thus his odd name. He had been no more than a hatchling, somehow managing to fly south to this island from a sort of prison island place further north. Of course, he'd been welcomed here with open wings. But his nasty stretching scars of endless whiplashing will always remain on his face and spine, no matter how friendly everybody was, although no one seemed to notice those scars anymore.

"Just ignore El Dorado during one of his laughing fits, and all will be swell," Runeshard advised him. "He _may_ or may not stop."

"_Fits?_" exclaimed El Dorado. "I'm more behaved than those rascals of a dragon down at the hatchlings' hall!"

"I doubt it," Runeshard returned sharply.

"Guys," said Tobias. "Do you know what happened at the Isle of Tamed Dragons?" He tilted his head slightly, his eyes narrowing ever so slightly.

Runeshard's and El Dorado's heads both swiveled around to give Tobias their full attention. "Of course," replied Runeshard. "I hear the Scarred One attacked them with a _Bewilderbeast_ about half a month ago. He failed, though." El Dorado quickly nodded in agreement.

"Well, Ebony asked for a scout group of dragons to fly over to the Isle of Tamed Dragons," Tobias said. "She wants to know whether the Night Fury there lived or died." Tobias gave Runeshard an intense look.

Of course Runeshard would go. There was no other dragon that Ebony trusted more (not that Ebony didn't trust any of the others). Besides, he'd been stuck on this rotten island for far too long.

"I'll go," he said. "I can bring Swiftwing. What about you?" He turned to El Dorado. Sure, Swiftwing had strange light scales that would make it difficult to hide in the night sky, but it was perfect for hiding in the clouds. Besides, she was as sneaky and sly as a fox. Runeshard always invited her to any scouting party he led, and she always agreed.

El Dorado blinked. "I was hoping to keep myself from freezing to death again," he said. "My last trip wasn't too pleasant. But sure."

Runeshard nodded, pleased. El Dorado _had_ nearly froze to death a week ago when he'd been sent to spy on the enemy – Suncharm, the not-so-charming gold-scaled Monstrous Nightmare. "Tobias, you tell Ebony we'll be going."

A ghost of a smile flitted across Tobias's snout. "Of course," he said. "As soon as the blizzard dies down, Ebony said. I'll tell Swiftwing."

Just like that, Tobias hopped to his feet and swiftly sped off into the leftmost tunnel, straight to the other side, past all the adjoining smaller tunnels, to where the dining hall was.

As soon as Tobias's tail flicked out of sight, El Dorado heaved an overdramatic sigh. "I really hope I don't lose any more claws."

Runeshard snorted. "You still have six left on your foretalons," he pointed out.

"Two gone from my favorite foot," El Dorado whined quite hatchlinglike. He waved one foretalon, where he had lost two of his four claws from a bad frostbite long ago. "I really liked those claws."

"Wait until you leave the Fury Isles again," said Runeshard. He stretched out his legs, curling his spine and letting out a long yawn. The fire fluttered under the slight flap of his wings. "You'll lose all your toes by the end of the first day."

El Dorado pouted.

**{Author's Note}**

Don't have much to say, except that each chapter may be at least 1k words each, but often less than 2k. Depending on my writing mood, which will likely always be _meh_


	2. Chapter 1

**{Pre-Author's Note}**

Thank you for the reads, reviews, favorites, and follows! Here's the next chapter, although nothing much happens in it.

**.**

**Chapter One**

Toothless had always liked to think that Kings and Queens always had mountains upon mountains of gold and treasure, with the occasional bundles of ruby and diamond. Of course, being the apparent Alpha of the dragons didn't exactly give any dragon that sort of thing. Not that Toothless minded; he actually has never really seen much gold before.

Alpha of the dragons. He'd puff out his chest whenever the title comes into mind. Alpha. He'd defeated the evil Bewilderbeast and his master, Drago Bludvist. As encouraging as it was, sometimes having an island full of dragons watching you with such reverence, waiting for your orders, can be a bit nerve-wracking.

However, this beast in front of Toothless was an exception.

Out in the forests outside of the village of Berk, not far from the edge of the isle where great waves crashed against the cliff sides twenty-four seven all year long, Toothless had found some kind of panther-looking cat creature after Hiccup had spotted a particularly large, colorful horned beetle a few feet back.

The panther was old, Toothless could tell. Its eyes and whiskers sagged, its thick, long, velvety black pelt all ragged and patchy; its ribs practically stuck out of its flanks. Its paws trembled from not fear, but age. It stared Toothless, a much bigger creature – a dragon, at that! – right in the eye, its lip curled to reveal broken, yellowing fangs.

No matter how much Toothless would growl, hiss, or spit a ball of flame at that panther's feet, it wouldn't budge away from _his_ salmon. Toothless didn't really want to kill it, as much as frustration began to pick at his being. The thought of killing it seemed pretty heartless, considering how old it was, so the best he could _try_ to do was to scare it off.

The panther was as stubborn as a mule, and Cloudjumper was watching, looking as amused as he could ever be.

Toothless's dignity was slowly beginning to crack and crumble.

"Go!" hissed Toothless right in the panther's face. "Back off! That's _my_ salmon! _I_ caught it! Catch your own! Can't you speak Dragonese?"

A rhetorical question, that was. The ancient panther seemed to smile. It was only after a low, growling grumble from deep in Cloudjumper's throat did the panther spit at Toothless and back off.

"Unfortunate," rumbled the Stormcutter as Toothless glared after the cat as it slunk back into the woods. "He looks like he would trip right over his own paws."

Toothless plopped down to the ground, scooping up the salmon and popping it into his mouth. After a moment, he commented, "I've never seen a wildcat like that. Or that bright-beetle-bug-thing."

"Longhaired black panther," said Cloudjumper matter-of-factly. "the bug was a rainbowcap horn beetle."

"Oh. What about that eagle-"

"Whiskered eagle."

"Or the-"

"Deadfart stink eel."

Well, then. Toothless studied Cloudjumper's expression for any hint of humor. When his golden, impassive eyes stared right back without any sort of change, Toothless said, "I did _not_ see that coming."

"That is its name," Cloudjumper grunted. He spun around and began to pad away, amazingly quiet in terms of sound for a dragon his size. His tail swept up a fluttering storm of browning pine needles on the frost-bitten ground as he slipped back to the general area of Hiccup and Valka, the talons of his wings thumped on the needle-strewn ground.

Toothless glanced back toward the stretching bluish shadows where the panther had vanished into before he made a swift dash to catch up. He slowed to a steady walk at spotting Hiccup and Valka, kneeling on the ground, both examining the "rainbowcap horn beetle" that was chilling on the trunk of a skinny, scrappy tree. It happily seemed unaware of the strange, massive beasts crowding around it. The falling sun, beginning to glow a bright orange color, reflected off the beetle's stripes of rainbow colors. It looked very out of place amongst the otherwise darker colors of the forest around it, a speck of white on a black canvas.

"You usually don't find these around here," Valka was saying as Toothless stopped behind them. He eyed Cloudjumper as the larger dragon peered over the Vikings' shoulders, squinting at the beetle with his head tilted in an owl-like way.

"I've never seen anything like it," breathed Hiccup. The beetle began an agonizingly slow climb up the tree (if nothing ate it, it _might_ reach the lowest branch by midnight).

"Quite odd, yes," Valka agreed.

Toothless managed to squeeze his head in between Cloudjumper's and Hiccup. _That is cool,_ thought the Night Fury as the beetle let out a sort of high-pitched buzzing sound. _But I doubt it's actually native to Berk._

"Speaking of _odd,_" Hiccup began. He pulled his head away from the spectacular row of reptile-and-human heads and frowned down at Toothless. "Have you been scaring the sheep again?"

Huh? Of course not! Toothless ducked away as well and gave him an inquiring look eye-to-eye. He felt a bit puzzled by his question; he hadn't scared any sheep for… uh, a couple of weeks, at least.

"Someone said he thought that he saw a dark-scaled dragon the color of night last night, slinking around the sheep pastures," Chief Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III explained, "scaring all the sheep half to death."

Toothless shook his head, baffled. He'd been nowhere near the sheep, let alone outside. He'd been at Hiccup's house that night, enjoying a nice, quiet meal of scorched-black trout with a sprinkle of dragonnip. Hiccup at been at some sort of meeting (_Lame! How does he stand it? Because I certainly can't!_) at about that time, so, to be honest, there really hadn't been any point standing out there with nothing to do besides freezing to death.

Even though Hiccup couldn't really understand Dragonese all that well, Toothless told him, straight and simple, "That wasn't me."

"I'm pretty sure I saw someone dark-scaled," Cloudjumper said, peeling his gaze away from the beetle in synch with Valka (which was really sorta creepy). "If only for a moment – it was gone quite quickly."

Hiccup crossed his arms. "Maybe we ought to check it out, then," he said, eyeing Toothless as he said so. "Maybe set someone up on guard duty. It would be quite unfortunate if a Changewing, however horrible its camouflage had been, had snuck into the village."

**{Author's Note}**

Things should to be picking up soon, likely in the next chapter. Which it should be, seeing as I already have it planned out. :P

…imboring ^ ^;


	3. Chapter 2

**{pre a/n}**

This chapter may be a bit sadder than the others, at the end. Also, _WARNING: BLOOD :P_

**Chapter Two**

At first, Toothless didn't know what woke him up during the middle of the following night. For about a minute, he stared at the wall, blinking groggily from his nice little bed next to Hiccup's until his brain finally caught up to the rest of him.

A distant roaring sound, almost like thunder, reached his ears, and he pricked his ears. It had already faded away, and he had half a mind to simply curl up and return to sleep when the silence stretched out, still and dark.

_Thump, thump_ went the sound of talons on the frosty ground just outside the door; Toothless recognized them as a Deadly Nadder's at once.

Stormfly's sharp, hissing voice whispered from beyond the door, "Toothless?"

The Night Fury hopped off his bed, stumbling over to the door and nudging it open to find himself face-to-face with Stormfly's azure snout. He most certainly didn't miss the flicker of surprise in her eyes.

"That sounded an _awful_ lot like you," said Stormfly gruffly, just like her rider when mood allows it. "Meatlug wouldn't stop nagging me until I checked up on you."

"The huh wha?" Toothless mumbled.

"You did hear that roar," Stormfly pressed. "Didn't you?"

Toothless shook his head to rid of the sleepiness that made his eyes feel heavy. He pushed Stormfly aside and pulled the door closed behind him with a claw.

"A storm must be coming," Toothless uttered. "But that _really_ didn't sound like thunder." He quickly scanned the sky, but there wasn't a cloud in sight, not even at the horizon. Instead, the speckled peat-black sky flashed its great stars back at him from east to west and all around from a massive web of specks of fire. The moon was but a thin, curved claw high in the sky.

Stormfly let out a low, not-really-annoyed growl. "It sounded just like you," she repeated. "You look perfectly fine, though."

This one sentence managed to seep into Toothless's brain, and he was now surprised that Meatlug, and thus Stormfly, managed to hear that thunder-roar. They must've been awake for some girl-dragon reason at this hour. "Of course I'm fine," he pointed out. "Why wouldn't I be?"

Stormfly simply muttered something and spun around, stamping away. Her tail hooked over the ground behind her in the typical Deadly Nadder style.

Another faint roar echoed through the air, and Stormfly halted with a talon in midair. She turned her yellow stare toward the forest beyond the bits and slabs of the thick, cerulean ice spikes that still loomed in the village of Berk, her crest pricking. Toothless felt a prick of alarm in his chest – it was familiar-sounding, yet so strange and foreign - and he scurried to Stormfly's side.

"See?" Stormfly hissed. "That's why Meatlug freaked out."

"Why didn't she herself check up on me?" Toothless asked.

"Ask her, not me. She hurried off as soon as she told me." Stormfly began to make a beeline straight to the shadowy forest, deep and black with looming pines and prickly underbrush. She whisked past a stretching, frozen spike of ice easily five times the size of the largest Monstrous Nightmare.

Toothless dashed after her. "Where do you think you're going?" he called.

"I'm wide awake in the middle of the night," she replied, looking over her shoulder at Toothless for a heartbeat. A skinny twig cracked underneath the weight of one of her feet. She continued on without falter. "I have nothing better to do."

_I'll never understand she-dragons,_ Toothless thought as he followed, carefully hopping around the broken, crushed remains of the poor twig.

**.**

They were just within the depths of the forest, the village just a few paces away, when Toothless spotted something bright in the ominous darkness. He turned, ducking down and pushing aside a clump of yellowish grass almost as long as he was tall.

There, literally right at his claw tips, sat the squished shell, surrounded by purplish icky, thins goo stuff, of a rainbowcap horn beetle, its little, thin legs all bent in painful-looking angles and all splayed out (if they were still attached to the body).

Toothless winced and quickly jumped away, his tail thwacking against the trunk of a particularly large pine tree. And so he winced yet again at the sharp, temporary pain that run up and down his tail.

"Toothless?" Stormfly called from farther in the forest; he spotted her bright scales flashing from between a twin set of pines so brown they must've been as black at day as they were at night.

"Uh, nothing!" Toothless shouted in return. "It's nothing. Just saw something. It was nothing."

"Well, on the contrary," Stormfly shouted back, "_I _think I found something worthwhile. Look."

Toothless's friend was further away than he thought. He had to (gracefully, mind you) leap bundles of thorny bushes too thick to walk through and duck low branches that suddenly appear in the darkness mere inches from his nose. _Thor-cursed darkness. The sky's much easier to cross than the forest._

What Toothless saw wasn't quite what he was expecting. He had been expecting some sort of clue – maybe fire scorch marks, maybe fresh gouges in the dirt made by talons.

But this was the last thing he expected. For the panther he had met just yesterday was as good as dead, just like the little rainbowcap horn beetle.

The panther was sprawled in a little clearing no more than a wingspan wide in front of him and Stormfly. Its fur was spiked like a hedgehog's, its mouth opened in a silent snarl, its fierce eyes wide and cloudy. Blood still trickled from a nasty gash in its throat, spilling onto the red-stained dirt below, with even more slices and cuts on the rest of its body. Blood. Blood everywhere.

Toothless had to gulp down his dinner to keep it from going up.

"Great Thor's grace and moon," murmured Stormfly. "That's terrible."

Toothless quickly looked away from the nasty corpse, hoping the shadows would hide his trembling wings. "I saw that panther just yesterday," he croaked. "All fierce but very old. But still fierce. I didn't want to kill him, but here he is. All murdered and…" He broke himself off.

_Was this panther the one roaring?_ Toothless wondered. _ He… seems fresh enough. Killed recently, I suppose._

_ But wildcats don't roar like that. They don't sound like a roaring beast of thunder. Besides, this panther was too old to even mew. It has to be a dragon._

"Let's bury him, then," said Stormfly. She sounded just as sick as Toothless felt. "I saw a beautiful, young pine on my way here. Plenty of room there."

And that is what they did. Between the two of them, they carried the panther's battle-torn body to a sapling a few wingspans from the clearing. Toothless flinched every time the panther's claws or fur got snagged in a stray thorn, wondering each time if the panther's spirit would come and claw his nose and shout at him (in Dragonese?). But they managed to get there, and so they buried him at the foot of the pine sapling, a little tree easily only half the size of the trees around it.

Toothless and Stormfly were silent throughout the burial before they eventually began their trek back to the village of Berk with scarlet blood drying on their dirt-covered claws. And as they passed the squashed rainbowcap horn beetle, Toothless buried it, too, next to the tuft of tall, tall grass it was hidden in.

**{Author's Note}**

Maybe I should raise the rating to T, just in case. I'm not violent when it comes to blood (for crying out loud I can't even write romance, and I'm not about to anytime soon… eurgh *shudder* well, maybe except for the Hiccstrid part), but who knows? Maybe I should. For the blood, yknow?

Thanks for the favs and all that! Favs, follows, and reviews is what inspires me to write this. :D It makes me so happy I just might cry. ;-;


	4. Chapter 3

**_EDIT: added a response to a guest's review at the bottom; also changed story rating to T_**

**{pre-a/n}**

I did this chapter quite quickly, and it's shorter (without the a/ns, that is). Sorry if it's a bit bad compared to the others.

**Chapter Three**

It wasn't until early the next morning that Toothless realized that something was wrong. Of course, nothing had been wrong during the _night,_ but it was daylight when he realized so. But he wasn't the first to realize it.

It was Hookfang who first noticed a certain few others were missing as they all gathered by one of the remaining fish buffets that hadn't been pierced by giant icicles. He'd given everybody one single, sweeping glance and asked: "Where are Meatlug and Fishlegs? I see Stormfly, but I don't see Astrid anywhere." Their riders were nearby, discussing the day's plans. Toothless wondered if another Dragon Race was today. Everybody in Berk seemed a little excited today.

Toothless glanced over. Astrid _was_ missing. Stormfly perched on the ridge of the roof of a nearby house, a nasty scowl on her snout. _Most likely Hiccup and the others noticed, too._

"I'm pretty sure she forgot something," offered Belch at the same time Barf said:

"I'm pretty sure Meatlug and Fishlegs are somewhere." They both glanced at each other right in synch.

"That is a little creepy, I must say," commented Toothless. _ Even though it isn't the first time I've seen that._

The Hideous Zippleback shrugged just as Stormfly spread her wings and leaped off the roof, gliding to the ground and landing with a thump on the ground before him.

"Astrid didn't _forget _something," Stormfly seethed. Her tail twitched along with the spines spread on it, and her claws worked the ground almost into powder. "She _never_ forgets anything, unlike your blubberheads of a pair of riders." She pointed with the tip of her tail at Barf and Belch.

Hookfang looked almost amused, although he managed to frown. Seeing as the Nightmare doesn't seem to be doing anything, Toothless stepped forward. "_Please_ don't stab out their eyes," Toothless asked Stormfly. He forced himself not to flinch as she turned her burning gaze onto him. "Where is she?"

"She was there when I got back last night," she hissed, whipping her tail so swiftly from side to side that Toothless heard the sharp rushing of whisking air, like a whip snapping. "I heard sounds before the sun came up, and when I checked, she was _gone._" And so, just like that, she stormed over to their fellow Vikings like their little conversation had never happened. Toothless glanced at the deep gouges in the dirt. Barf and Belch cautiously reached one talon into the fancy, carved bowl of fish and scooped up a few, popping them into their mouths.

And so thus, that was then Toothless suddenly wondered if something _was_ wrong. Astrid was very punctual, especially when it comes to Dragon Racing. He slunk over to Hiccup, who was kicking his metal foot into the ground with a sort of grim, determined look on his face, and gave him a concerned look. He'd only seen such a look a couple of times before, the latest being when his father, Stoick the Vast, had died.

Toothless _really_ didn't think anyone was dead. One: it would be very quite heart-breaking; and two: he didn't really need Stormfly biting off everybody's heads, dragon or Viking. It would be very unfortunate. But again, he didn't think anyone was dead. …Yet?

"She's somewhere," Hiccup was saying once Toothless focused his attention onto him and the other riders. "All of them. It isn't like some dragon fell from the night sky and took them."

Everybody sort of blinked and stared at Hiccup for a whole two seconds, dragons included. (Except Stormfly; she still looked pissed enough to gobble someone if he or she comes within five feet of her, so she just glared death instead of staring.)

"Yuuuup," mused Snotlout. "I wonder." He squinted at Toothless, and in return, the Night Fury shot him a glare and mimicked Snotlout's bored expression. Ol' Snottyface twitched his eyebrows upwards.

"I wasn't talking about a Night Fury," Hiccup muttered. "Who knows if they are alive anymore? Apart from Toothless, that is."

"Why don't we _look_ for them, then?" piped up Ruffnut. "Jeez Luweez."

"Jeez Luweez _you,_" snapped Tuffnut, and suddenly the twins punched each other at just the right time. And so thus, both they went, flat on their backs and rubbing their noses and all groaning and stuff.

Toothless blinked down at them before nudging Hiccup. "May as well go, then," he muttered as Hiccup patted him on the head and mounted him. Snotlout rolled his eyes and stormed over to Hookfang, and after a few moments, Tuffnut and Ruffnut hopped up from the ground and did likewise.

"Stormfly," said Hiccup. The Nadder jerked her head toward him, her pupils narrowed as thin as a claw. "Can you show us where you last her, and then we can use tracker dragons to track her, and then we'll send some more to find Fishlegs and Meatlug."

"What about finding Meatlug and Fishlegs's clues first?" asked Tuffnut sharply.

Ruffnut added, "How do you know they're missing?"

"No one's seen them since last night." Hiccup shrugged, though Toothless sensed the distress pulsing from his very being. "Not Astrid nor Meatlug nor Fishlegs."

Toothless felt it in his gut that something was very wrong in the otherwise peaceful, albeit frozen, Berk.

**{A/N}**

**Cheesy** quickly-written filler-like chapter. Not quite one, I guess, but I really didn't feel like writing over 1k words (although this A/N did the job lol) for the story today. . :T After all, I'm starting to feel we haven't seen any of the other Night Furies in a long while. If all goes as planned, then we ought to meet 'em in the next chapter.

_On a note related to stories in general, I'm that kind of person who loses interest in her stories easily, published and draft alike. This one has outlived the others, luckily. (But when I first started writing, I was all writing and writing xD) No, I'm not saying I'm stopping this story, but that it is likely the time between chapters will grow in length. Possibly. Maybe. Or maybe the chapters will start getting all meh and you'll get bored and abandon it. :o_

_Just a heads up._

Stormcutter (Guest): Thank you! I'll try my best with updating, since this is the first time in about half a year I published something I'm actually working on.

PS: Thanks for the favorites, reviews, and follows! This is what inspires me to write this! :D


	5. Chapter 4

**Chapter Four**

Toothless headed straight to the general area where he had heard all those roaring, and the same area in which he found the panther dead and the beetle squished like a Gronckle accidently sitting on a particularly soft fish. This time, instead of getting his scales torn off from thorns, he was instead maybe several wingspans higher than the tallest pine, in terms of the level ground at the foot of the mountains.

Hiccup had sent the others to search the rest of Berk after they waited a few more hours, tensely making sure they were truly missing (although doing that probably meant their certain death). But, after many, many more sweeps of the village (no one knew sheep manure), they begun their search.

Up ahead was Eret, Son of Eret, gliding along astride Skullcrusher, and Toothless as well as Hiccup had to deal with Eret's blabbering on. "We'll find her! I just know it!" "My tailbone's starting to hurt again." "Have you seen another Night Fury before?"

That last question made Toothless's ears prick as Hiccup finally replied, "No. We haven't."

"'We?'" echoed Eret as he glanced quickly over his shoulder. "You mean everybody on Berk?"

"Yup. Pretty much," Hiccup called in confirmation.

"I think I saw one, once," Eret said. "Might've been just Toothless, but he looked odd. Like he drank something hideous or had brain damage as a hatchling." He shrugged.

_I don't remember drinking anything "hideous,"_ Toothless thought tartly. _And I most certainly don't think I have brain damage._

"Oh," Hiccup said after a long moment, sounding a little lost for words. "Cool. Do you see anything down there?"

_No one expects to see any Night Furies, aside from myself, out in the world. After years of being all dead and whatnot, why would one suddenly show up and ask for a nice, hot cup of fish-flavored tea? _The thought shot a little twisting needle in Toothless's heart, and so he pushed it deep into the dark crevices of his mind.

"Perhaps," Eret said, and Skullcrusher snorted. "I mean, Skullcrusher seems to smell something." As if to confirm it, Skullcrusher let out a low growl and began to descend downwards with a jerk.

And the ugly, black stench of heavy smoke entered Toothless's nostrils, so unexpected he nearly gagged in surprise.

"Urgh," hissed Hiccup. "That smells… well, bad. Toothless, do you know where it's coming from?" He leaned a little to the side and stared at the trees zooming below, dark, greenish shapes blurred from speed. Toothless tilted his wings and slowed just enough to see things in more sharp, clear detail.

"Smoke, Chief!" Eret shouted. "Right about there, I should say." He pointed at a cove, not too big, but not exactly tiny either. Bumpy and lumpy and very tall gray stone walls surrounded it on all four sides, with greenvines twisting their way up and down the walls and massive, lopsided boulders littering the edges of the cove. Right in the middle was a lake, clear and deep, reflecting the wispy clouds, golden sun, and the thick pines from high above on its surface, the water speckled with bunches of dried, brown pine needles.

Toothless recognized this particular cove at once, and it has truly been a long while since he's last seen it.

Hiccup must've recognized it, too, for he murmured, "Well, well. This may get more interesting, yet." His voice seemed to crack, maybe at the thought of his girlfriend and close friends all gone and missing, but Toothless, and perhaps Eret, too, ignored it.

Toothless thumped onto the ground alongside Skullcrusher, a mere few feet from the lake. Hiccup leaped off the saddle at once, while Eret took his sweet time, studying the looming stone walls and the bunches and bits of green, leafy foliage that were scattered within the cove

"There's a pile of burnt logs," Hiccup called from across the lake; Toothless jerked his head up and looked at his best friend in surprise. He sure could run fast if he wanted to, even with a metal foot. "They were just put out."

Eret finally slid off from the saddle, leaving Skullcrusher to begin to stomp around the cove and sniff the area. "And how do you know?"

"It's still smoldering." Hiccup's tone was matter-of-factly.

Skullcrusher nudged past him and made a swift beeline toward a bundle of rocks; the biggest slab of rock was far bigger than Toothless, and even bigger than Skullcrusher himself, with more massive boulders clumped around it. And that was where the larger dragon halted, next to those rocks, looking back.

"Toothless," shouted Skullcrusher. His voice was deep and powerful, like the swift, strong winds of a great hurricane. "I smell someone like you here, yet I do not know it. So come over here, will you?"

"Uh, sure," Toothless shouted back, and he swerved around the lake, bounding past Hiccup and Eret, kicking up loose dirt into the air, and slowing to a pad once he reached Skullcrusher. Slowly, sneakily, he peaked around the corner, and as did Skullcrusher, who peered over his shoulder with an uncertain snarl on his face. Toothless ducked down a little, really hoping that the Rumblehorn wouldn't suddenly loose his balance and squash him flat.

The boulders here sent a long, stretching shadow behind it, right up to the foot of the stone wall. Pretty impressive, Toothless mused, seeing that they were still a fair distance away from the edge of the cove.

The thought up and disappeared from his head as soon as Toothless peered closer into the darkness. Something dragonlike and pale was curled on the ground before him. Were those dragon eyes flashing in the darkness? An azure blue, they were, blazing like cerulean fire.

A sleek dragon the color of grayish clouds sudden leaped out of the shadows with an ear-splitting, feline-like roar and raced straight at Toothless.

Toothless would've jumped a good five feet out of his skin and into the air if Skullcrusher hadn't been above him, snarling right back at the cloud-colored dragon as it suddenly halted in its tracks with a jerk.

"Traitor!" it – she, Toothless realized – yelled throatily, loud enough to hurt Toothless's ears and send them ringing for a few moments longer. "You blood-curdling, eel-brained-" She abruptly cut herself off, staring Toothless closely with a fierce glare in her eye that was, if Toothless was to be honest, very, _very_ scary.

And still, Toothless felt that same needle from earlier jab itself deep into the core of his heart as he stared eye-to-eye with a certain species of a dragon he had never thought were even alive.

This dragon, with scales a gray so pale they seemed almost white, like snow in a shadow, with eyes bright and burning like blue flames, was a Night Fury.

**{A/N}**
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I really feel I actually WORKED on this one, as much as the ending of this chapter seemed to pop out of the blue. xD At least, compared to last chapter. But then, this is Fanfiction. I can do whatever I want. o-o

I'm going to try to have a schedule: I will UPDATE every SATURDAY to the best of my ability. (I live in NY, USA, just in case any of you readers are on the opposite side of Earth… uh, suddenly the world seems a lot bigger as soon as I wrote that down. wow)

Please review and all that jazz! It really inspires me to write this story! Feedback is welcome as well.
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**Chapter Five**

For some complicated overwhelming scientific reason, time seemed to slow and then freeze as Toothless stared at the… Night Fury? A million questions raced through his mind.

_Am I dreaming? Is she an imposter? If not, why are her scales that color? Why are her eyes blue? Dragons don't have blue eyes, don't they? Is she a ghost? Why is she here? Am I not the only one alive?_

Before Toothless could even blink, however, the white Night Fury let out a low, savage growl and suddenly retreated back into the shadows. Only then did he find his voice.

"Hey, wait!" he cried, bounding after her. He heard deep, loud footsteps, slowly fading away, as Skullcrusher hurried away, presumably to find Hiccup and Eret. "What are you?"

The Night Fury halted and whipped around. Her glare alone made Toothless halt in his tracks. "_What_ am I?" she hissed, as furious as the fire in her eyes. "_Who_ are _you?_ Why do you look so much like… like _her?_" She spat a ball of burning azure-colored fire at his feet, and he jumped away, alarm fluttering in his chest. "You're that tamed Night Fury, aren't you? If so, go away! I'm not supposed to talk to you!"

_How am I supposed to know that? Besides, you're talking to me right now. _Then he made sense of what else she said."Uh, what now?" Toothless asked as she stomped away. She didn't answer, so he tried, "Why are you here?"

Miss Angry only tapped a dark bundle around her neck – _Chains,_ Toothless realized – and snapped, "What do you think, numbskull? They caught me!" She flared her wings, and Toothless had to hop back to avoid getting knocked over; she had to be almost twice his size. Her eyes glared, almost blankly, past Toothless at the bulking boulders. "Stupid Nightmare… caught us unaware. Stupid, stupid, stupid!" She began to thump her head with a fisted talon.

Toothless wondered if she was fully sane. "Here- I'll help you," he offered. "With the, uh, chains?"

"Away. Now," ordered the white Night Fury, pointing at him. "Get _her_ out of here instead."

Toothless opened his mouth to speak when a new voice joined in, one he promptly recognized. "Please do," cried Meatlug the Gronckle. "She literally almost bit off my ear when I asked what her name was. Plus, the fish that the big golden one gave us tastes _awful._"

Toothless snapped his head toward the foot of the cliff. What he had taken for a lump of three boulders was actually Meatlug, her eyes brightening when he finally met her gaze. She scrambled to her feet, nearly tripping over the chain looped before her feet. Toothless noticed with a sinking feeling that it was also strapped around her bulky neck.

"Oi!" cried Eret. "What's _that?_" Toothless glanced at him and Hiccup out of the corner of his eye, and found them both gaping at the white Night Fury, who glared in return, her unsheathed teeth bared in a soundless snarl.

"A…" stammered Hiccup, then he trailed off. Toothless's not-so-friendly fellow dragon snorted a cloud of dark, foul-smelling smoke at them.

Toothless thumped his tail on the ground to get Hiccup and Eret's attention before sliding over to Meatlug, who was beaming brightly at him. "Why don't you burn that off?" Toothless asked, touching the chain gingerly. It was a dark silver color, gleaming with a dull, metallic light even in the shadows, scratched and sliced and bitten yet unbroken. Each link had to be as thick as one of his claws, if not thicker.

"Fireproof," Meatlug said with a sigh. "I tried burning through it." Her bright expression sank down to gloominess. "The golden one took Fishlegs and Astrid." She gave him a hopeful expression. "Have you seen them?"

Hiccup crouched next to Toothless and lifted up the chain; he nearly fell right over at its weight. Eret was probably still gaping at the Night Fury, awaiting certain doom from doing so.

"No. Who?"

"A great large golden Monstrous Nightmare," said Meatlug with a shudder. "Larger than I thought was possible. He brought the white Fury here and then took Fishlegs and Astrid somewhere and I think he might kill them!" Her voice became high-pitched with worry with each word until she was practically squeaking.

Oh, how Toothless wished he could speak Viking, to tell Hiccup what Meatlug was saying and to tell Eret to shut his stupid gaping hole and come over. Blasted anatomy and vocal cords.

"We need a key," Hiccup murmured, glancing back up Toothless. Toothless could tell that he was trying not to look at a certain white dragon behind them. "Big one, most likely." He tapped a massive lock that looked like it weighed a ton. Connected to it by another strand of chain was a massive cannonball-looking sphere, black and rusty-looking, maybe as big as a particularly large Viking's head. Now _that_ looked like it weighed _ten_ tons, despite its small size. The other Fury's chain was connected to one, too.

The white Night Fury, to Toothless's surprise (considering how mean she looked and was), slunk over, letting out a low, snakelike hiss at Hiccup and Eret to back them up. As much as Toothless was shocked and excited to find another of his kind _almost_ _literally out of the blue, _he felt a twinge of annoyance at her satisfied look on her snout as the two Vikings quickly took few steps backward.

"Suncharm probably took them to a certain island," she told Toothless stiffly. "It has no name; it's one of those small, uncharted islands, but it's where he likes to keep his prisoners, human and dragon alike."

"Er, Suncharm?" Toothless asked.

"The 'great large golden Monstrous Nightmare'," she said. A gloomy look passed through her otherwise hard eyes. "One of my friends came from there. He says it's _horrible._"

Toothless took note of the sympathy in her voice. She looked to be the type of dragon who was cold and hard and such (although he had no evidence to prove it, aside from the mere five minutes he knew her), yet offered real sympathy when the situation calls for it.

Although he really didn't like the way she looked at Hiccup and Eret, who stood motionless beside them, as though she was considering eating them and whether they'd be tasty. Long-lost species or not, he'd rip her teeth out of her jaws if she tried doing so.

"Help us," Toothless asked. "Please?"

Meatlug's beaming, hopeful face appeared again, this one aimed at the white stranger.

"Help a couple of rotten Vikings?" she said. "I'm not supposed to talk to you."

_That's the second time she said that,_ thought Toothless, then a new thought dawned onto him. _They knew I existed. She spoke like there were others – if they are Night Furies at all. But if they are, how do they know of me? Why shouldn't she talk to me?_

_ Why did she seem to think I was a traitor at first? Someone she once knew? Maybe._

"But," she began, "I guess there's no turning back. I have a feeling the both of you – all four of you, I guess"- she shot a steely glance at Hiccup and Eret- "will badger me to no end. Besides, I've met you, so I've met you."

The white-scaled Night Fury _-_ _Is the name misleading? _Toothless wondered– gave Toothless the first ever grin he'd seen from her, even if it was tiny, toothless and not-so-real looking, a simple curve of her lips.

"My name's Swiftwing," she said. "Next time Suncharm or one of his numbskull slaves come to check up on us, we'll steal the key and find your friends."
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**{Author's Note}**

[Guest] Anon: Here it is! C:

Reviews are great, guys! Without you guys favoriting and following - especially reviewing - this story wouldn't exist. :D

**Chapter Six**

The only hole in Swiftwing's new plan a few minutes later was the fact the white Night Fury had no idea exactly _when _Suncharm or one of his lackeys will be coming to check up on their "prisoners," as she put it.

"Oh, before I forget," said Swiftwing. "Your bulky Rumblehorn friend must go."

Skullcrusher said, "I won't be a burden."

"It's not that," she retorted sharply. "You're too big; you could be seen from miles away, even if you're the color of grass." She frowned, and then added, "With a bit of red, but still."

"He can subdue Suncharm or whoever else comes along," Toothless pointed out helpfully. "He's really strong, and I mean it."

"Sometimes it is stealth that's valid," Swiftwing shot at him, "not strength."

Skullcrusher let out a low, rumbling growl, but a fierce, creepy owllike stare sent him off to the sky back toward Berk. (After snatching up Eret and practically throwing the Viking into his saddle, of course.)

"Eret," Hiccup shouted after him. "Find the others and tell them that Toothless got it, and that we're working on it!"

"OOKKKKAAAY!" cried Eret's voice somewhere up past the treetops. Toothless wondered why Hiccup didn't mention their new discovery of a _white_ _Night Fury_, and whether it will be Eret who mentions her.

Hiccup was obviously getting that Toothless and the dragons were coming up with a plan. He nonchalantly leaned back on Meatlug, arms crossed, his eyes fixed on Swiftwing (who has since stopped giving him those unwelcome looks), as though memorizing every detail to the scale to sketch her later on.

"What about Hiccup?" said Toothless. He tipped his head toward his best friend.

"Useless, but he can stay," Swiftwing said. Toothless scowled. "Because your tail seems to have... a problem. Your saddle and the red fin – your rider helps you fly, doesn't he?"

Toothless nearly accidently bit his tongue with his teeth, and sheathed them just in time. "Er, yes," he said. He'd been hoping Swiftwing wouldn't notice. _She's probably observant, _Toothless thought. _But then, every dragon is. Well, it doesn't matter._

Thankfully, Swiftwing mentioned it no more. Instead, she jerked her head toward the dark shadows that stretched from the base of the pile of boulders. "Wait," she said. "If Suncharm won't come, then it will likely one of his closest lackeys – a Skrill named Aztrike." She motioned a claw over one eye, from her brow right down to her cheek. "He has a scar right there, so he's blind in that eye."

"So I have to wait here for perhaps hours? A day?" Toothless inquired. "No offense, but why can't I just-"

"You have no idea where Suncharm's prison island is," Swiftwing barked, cutting him off midsentence. "He should be here soon."

"But you said earlier that you had _no idea-_" Toothless began again.

"Do you want your friends back or not?" she growled, her tone so low and dangerous that even otherwise-beaming-and-the-prospect-of-freedom Meatlug began to inch away, and Hiccup nearly fell back on his rear end from the unexpected movement. He waved his arms wildly to regain his balance.

Toothless let out a low hiss and slunk over to the patch of shadow that Swiftwing pointed out. If there was one thing Toothless learned about Swiftwing in the past quarter hour, it was that she didn't seem to take no for an answer. _Were – no, _are _all Night Furies like that? Well, if there are others, anyway._

_ Seems like it. Well, I won't know until I see them. Or if Swiftwing says so._

Toothless settled down, tucking in his wings and flipping his tail around himself, and gave Hiccup a questioning look. _We're waiting. _He hoped Hiccup would understand.

The Chief of Berk didn't disappoint; he hurriedly loped over to Toothless and sat down, cross-legged, between Toothless's leg and wing.

Toothless, Alpha of Dragons, glanced over at Swiftwing, who had promptly fell asleep (although her wings were arched just a little and one azure eye peeped open every few seconds), and Meatlug, who found her chain ball suddenly very interesting to look at.

He hoped his fellow Fury's ("Night" just didn't seem to fit Swiftwing's too-light scales – horrible for nighttime camouflage) plan would work.

**.**

**.**

_Meanwhile, at a certain, evil prison island many miles away…_

If there was one thing Aztrike the Skrill hated more than confined spaces, it was disappointing Suncharm. So he was _not_ going to disappoint him today – not that he disappointed the Golden One much, but still. He would _not _disappoint him_,_ even if it meant staying twenty-four / seven in the cell caves, even if it meant having to stand the ear-splitting roars and wails of dragons and braving the foul, ghastly smell of old, rotten fish that always.

The cell caves were a network of tunnels and caverns underneath the island, with at least twenty cells in each cell (the caverns weren't even that big, so it was sort of squished in every single one).

Aztrike happened to be guarding a pair of Vikings at the very moment – a fierce blondie and a very fat one – in one of the smaller caves, a cave that had been empty in terms of prisoners prior to the Vikings' arrival.

The fat one had long since fainted, maybe from the smells, Aztrike guessed. The blonde kept rattling the bars, thick as a dragon's tail with barely half a foot in between each bar, and shouting insults at Aztrike, one after the other without hesitation.

Luckily, he had the patience to withstand it. Years of serving under Suncharm and dealing with particularly upset dragons who lashed out at him every once in a while (one of them had caught him off guard once) had guaranteed that.

But it was a great relief when a Terrible Terror glided into the cave from a tiny tunnel near the ceiling just large enough for them to fly through. While a larger tunnel connected to each and every cavern, there were smaller tunnels above them for messenger Terrors to fly through and send messages without getting in any bigger dragon's way.

The tiny, leaf-green Terrible Terror, just barely out of hatchlinghood, dove for the ground before Aztrike's talons and landed with a series of _clicks_ from her tiny claws; but she nearly tumbled over in a heap of wings and tail.

As soon as she regained her balance, she saluted to Aztrike with one scrawny, mottled wing and waited.

Aztrike looked down his snout at her and said, "Oh, Emerald Salamander. Pleased to see you." He made sure to sound bored and regal despite that the little Terror was really one of his favorite Terrors; the rest were all sad and boring and, believe it or not, _too_ obedient.

"Yupadoodles!" cried Emerald Salamander in her high-pitched voice. "Pleasure to see ya too! Suncharm sent me wit' a message!"

Aztrike has known Emerald Salamander ever since she was a mere hatchling; ever since then, her chirpy, upbeat personality never changed, despite the grim island and even grimmer dragons that her whole life centered around. Maybe it was because Aztrike snuck little leftovers and fresh fish bits to her ever so often, and that one time he allowed her to come with when he had to check on their prisoners at the Isle of Tamed Dragons. Ridiculous place to keep prisoners, especially since Suncharm had left them _right out_ in the rotten open, but it was Suncharm's decision, not Aztrike's.

"Speak, then," Aztrike said.

"He wants you to check on the prisoners at the Isle of Tamed Dragons," she chirped. _Speak of the devil,_ Aztrike thought. "He said to bring the Gronckle and kill the white one."

Aztrike studied her closely for a moment, pretending to consider it. "Pity," he said after a moment. "Swiftwing was a clever one." He fingered the necklace hanging around his neck with a wing-talon, where a massive, thick stone key hung. "Thought Suncharm would allow her to live."

"Not with what happened all those years ago," Emerald Salamander said. "I think Suncharm still wants to k

ill Tobias."

"What about the Alpha dragon?" said Aztrike. He tapped the bars of the cell behind him with the end of his tail. "Did Suncharm mention anything about him?"

"Still can't believe a Night Fury is now Alpha," huffed Emerald Salamander in a likely-fake disgusted voice. "Anywayyyyyy, Sapphire did, not Suncharm. She wants him to live."

Aztrike grinned, flashing all of his fangs. But Emerald Salamander didn't flinch, although she looked ready to begin spazzing out from excitement from Ebony-knows-what. "I'm not surprised. I'll go at once. Find a guard off-duty and tell him or her to come guard these Vikings, then we'll go.

"After all, we have some bloody work to do."

**{Author's Note}**
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**Chapter Seven**

_It was dark. And rainy. Very rainy. Like millions of droplets from an endless ocean floating high above were falling, forever and ever._

_ Thunder rumbled, and suddenly Toothless found himself in a forest. It wasn't any forest he recognized. The trunks were thicker than a Bewilderbeast's leg; the tops of even the shortest trees stretched high into the bellies of the clouds. But he quickly saw that they were pines – pines that were impossibly tall and wide, like a dark column that ran forever._

_ The sky was a great gray blanket. Light flashed in the sky with every roll of thunder._

_ In front of Toothless was a puddle of blood, sickeningly red and sticky, although he wasn't touching it. A trail of it was smeared across the grass, leading straight into the deep, dark forest where shadows swallowed everything in its gloom._

_ Toothless had this weird desire to follow the blood trail, to see where it went. And that's exactly what he did._

_ As he walked, thorn-covered, dead twigs and bushes kept appeared out of the shadows and snatching at his wings and tail; rotten roots and crumbling rocks kept tripping his talons. But that trail of blood kept urging him on, bright red against the otherwise dark background._

_ Then he stepped into a very familiar clearing – it looked just like the little clearing at Berk, apart from the enormous trees and dead undergrowth surrounding it. And he saw her, and he halted, his eyes widening as his heart skipped a few beats._

_ In front of him was the body of Swiftwing, sprawled just like the panther, the sticky blood turning her pale gray scales ruby-red. Her azure eyes, so bright and fierce, were glazed and staring at the sky, reflecting the thunderclouds above. There were no wounds that Toothless could see, and yet the hurricane-harsh rain (Toothless noticed that there was no wind, albeit the rain fell sideways) washed the endless blood onto the red-stained ground. Her scales were still more red than white._

_ A scream lumped in his throat, but Toothless couldn't let it out; it was as though icy talons had grabbed his throat and kept his wail from coming out, let alone any words at all. He'd only known Swiftwing for a very short time, but he did _not_ want her to die. Not yet. Not ever._

_ And then, at that moment, he saw a new dragon, with scales black as night, standing at the edge of the clearing, just within the black, black shadows on the other side of Swiftwing's still body._

_ A dread of horror nearly overwhelmed his crackling fear as Toothless made out greenish, murderous eyes from a scarred, snarling snout before he was suddenly jerked from his dream world, away from the great forest, the pounding rain, Swiftwing's dead eyes, and the deadly stare of the scarred black Night Fury._
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